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$aM & MAX ARE LIKE THOSE SETS OF TWIN BABIES YOU USED TO HEAR ABOUT... 


...So thoroughly connected that they develop their 
own impenetrable language. Some readers come to 
believe that they are the only ones who have cracked 
Sam & Max's bizarre code—then, feeling obliged to 
include others in the conspiracy, lend a friend their 
only copy of the comics, discovering later that the 
fugitive book has been handed off to the next 
unsuspecting “indoctrinee.” 


In the twenty years since the first Sam & Max comic 
was published, | have often heard from people who 


tell me some version of, “My friends and | always 
use that phrase,” or, “We make up our own Sam & 
Maxisms,” or even more memorably, “We played 
Fizzball at our wedding with an engraved axe 
handle!” It’s a gratifying thing to have people 
invite your characters into their lives that way. 


| suppose you could argue that anything that’s 
repeatedly put in front of an audience will eventually 
gain loyalty, but to that | say, “Hah!” There have 
been only a handful of these comics! A smattering 


of successful games. A blip of an animated series. 
Certainly not enough material to build that relentless 
traction of an endlessly renewed sitcom or syndicated 
comic that has existed since the Korean Conflict. 
Sam & Max's fans are a discerning bunch with 
impeccable taste and that ever-appealing desire to 
share the good news with their friends. 


It is to the existing fans and to those future put-upon 
readers that | offer this collection. In this updated 
volume you'll find all the stories, ads, and pin-ups 


that matter... if not the lumbering webcomic storyline, 
or that forever-unfinished story about Max being shot 
and replaced by a sociopathic gibbon. |'ll finish that 
damn thing some day or I'll drag it through the afterlife 
like Marley’s chains. In the meantime, please enjoy 
Surfin’ the Highway. 


Steve Purceu 2007 


SAM\& MAX FREELANCE POLICE IN: 


VIOUATINGR A HEAENLYATIEMRIE 


BASED on THE NOVELLA: SAM& MAX MEET SOME BAD GUYS 


NEW YORK NEW YORK ih 
IT'S A HELL OF A TOWN 
@& THE BRONX (SUP. 
AND THE BOWERY'S DOWN 
» THE MIMES ARE FOOD 
FOR THE BUMS UNDERGROUND 


THATS A i tenets 
CUTE SONG, SAM. 1 

TOON'T 
RECOGNIZE IT. 


IT’S FROM ONE 


CANNIBALIZED BY 
THE LOCAL 
MOLE MEN. 


SY (1M JUST SOAKING 


ma) 4 ee X \| UP THE ROMANTIC AMBIENCE 
; an j) 41 f hs OF MY FAVORITE 
i R UN SS CITY? 


li 
DID YOU SAY 
SOMETHING, 


WE MUST TEACH HIM, 
MAX! HEY, WHERE DO 
YOU KEEP THAT 
GUN? 


JERE! WE WANT TO TALK 
70 YOU A MINUTES _, 


NO KIDDINGS 
WE WON'T 
HURT YOUL 


COUGH UP 
THE PURSE, JACK, 
LIKE - OR T'LL BREATHE 
A RAT, 1 e RIGHT IN YOUR, 
FACES 


IDIOT. 


GOOD BOY. NOW 

GO HOME AND THINK 

=\ ABOUT WHAT YOU'VE 
DONE, 


SO WHERE'D 
YOU PARK THE 
CAR, MAX? 


iA 


yy ks Ay ‘ ee 


\ 
LA\ 


FREE! 
POLICE, 
LADY. 


to 


MAX, |S THAT MOTORCYCLE STILL —————Y 


RATTLING AROUND UNDER THERE? GOODS NOW GET pace | 


IN YOUR CARSEAT BEFOI 
Uh, I YOU FALL OUT THE 
THINK IT'S WINDOW. 
7 MOSTLY 
GONE NOW. 
4 


UNSAVORY 
PALS WHAT'S 
NEW? 


THOSE GUYS STARE 
AT ME FUNNY-- THEY 


a) | S 
™ > ANDO MAX! NO THANKS, 
LITTLE FRIENDS. I'M 
HAVING A SWELL TIME-- 


IS INSANE. I 
= \ REALLY RESPECT 
THAT. 


BEEP. 


> HEH HE 
oi 


OBOYS IT'S 
THE COLORIZED 
VERSION OF CITIZEN 
KANE... Oh, MY 
MISTAKE--!T'S JUST 


\. THE FLINTSTONES. 


Ui @ 
Hl cemigene 
AUTHENTICITY 


Uh oh, SOUNDS 
LIKE THE MACHINE 


HELLO? YES, 
ISSIONERS 
sVES Ze 
Gee 


COMM 
YES?2... 
YES?- 


HOLY JUMPING MOTHER 0’ GOD IN A SIDE 
CAR WITH CHOCOLATE JIMMIES AND A 


LOBSTER BIB WERE ONouR WAY hal 


» ( WELL, HERE WE ARE IN 
THE PHILIPPINES? 


TO THE 
PHILIPPINES!. 


— 


\F Ke 
LY DRAWN 
we WITHOUT 

REFERENCE 
MATERIAL, 
APPARENTLY. 


! 


AS ra 
SIZZLING 


Bees 


WE'VE GOT 
TOGETACAB 
Do! 

AN’ 
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THIS MUST BE 
THE BOGUS PSYCHIC 
Seams OPERATION 


'UN BY THE DANGEROUSLY 
INSANE DOCTOR FRITZ 
NUNKIE, SOMETIMES 
CALLED “THE ANGEL 

OF BLOODS” 


QO00H scARY. 
HOW ABOUT 
“KING O° THE 

SPOILED POTA’ 


HAI 


FRITZ NUNKIE HAS. 


BEEN USING HIS GULLIBLE 


PATIENTS IN TWISTED 
CULT CEREMONIES. 


ENT OF 
ILLEGALLY OBTAINED 
PSYCHIC GALLSTONES:- 
RIGHT ON SCHEDULE, 


SUCK ON THIS, 
YOU SLIPPERY 


LITTLE f 
BASTARDS! / {| 


ONE OF US 
SHOULD BUST 
IN AND CONFU 
THEM WHILE Z 
HEAD THEM 
OFF AROUND 
FRONT. 


pgp 


\ BE ‘DA 
By) EA BLace, 
Gag | SE 
\ % 
i * 
| ony 
A 
< 


FREELANCE POLICES 
EVERYBODY FREEZES 


Oh, THAT FEELS \x<~ 
TERRIBLE. Y 


|| eazers 


A MESSAGE IN Gulp)... 


MAX'S GUN-- 


HIS POCKET.OR 
SOMEPLACE, 


HOPE THE 
LITTLE GUY'S OKAY. 


Read FREE comics on ReadComicOnline 


THE CREEPS MUST HAVE 
TRUCK, TOLIKE TO RAVE 
UCK, 1’ 
SEEN THAT. : Leer ME. AN EYEBROW! 


HE LEI Ne 
NICE GOING, LITTLE 
"MORE TO” suvy? 
GOON. 


” NOBODY WILL MINI 
IFT BORROW A BIKE-- 
DON'T LOOK, KID. 


Ahal KILA-MANSTAS 

LITTLE GUY COULDN'T 

SPELL IT. THAT'S 
UTE, 


LOTS OF 
HOWLING AND DRINKING... 
ORGIASTIC WORSHIP OF 

HEATHEN IDOLS...GREAT 
LOOKING CHICKS IN 
DIAPHANOUS ROBES... 
SOUNDS KIND OF INTERESTING... 
NO, NO, SAM, BAO... 
VERY BAD,.. NOT 
INTERESTING 
AT ALLS 


HUF HUF 

ALMOST THERE. I CAN 
HEAR THE YATTERING 
CROWD.2HUF HUF HUF = 
THEY PROBABLY 

HAVE MAX PINNED 

UP FOR THEIR UNHOLY, & 

GIBBERING MONSTER 
PARTY-- 


GETTING READY TO. 
FEED HIM TO THE B/G 
BOOGEY THEY THINK 

LIVES DOWN THE 

VOLCANO. 


NS Ne HUF HUE 
7, 


Mi 


ZHUE HUF HUF = 
a——{ --AND I’VE GOTTA LOSE 
SOME WEIGHT. 


WISH WE 
WERE HOME 
PLAYING 
FIZZBALL. 


ert I 


CONTINUED, AFTER THE FOLLOWING PUBLIC SERVICE ANNOUNCEMENT 


phe THE eee NEW GAME THATS 
LACERATI 


ITAL CONCUSSION AND. 
ON WARDS ACROSS THe [mere] 
TORLAYS cS THE FIELDERS: 


WHAT ARE: YOU, 


NO POINTS ARE SCORED 


FIZZBALL 1S NON- 
Batueres CoopemanVvE 
IG GAME. yh CAN ~ i 7 
OWN JUDGEMENT. u E . : BEHAVIOR: 
ABOUT FIFTEEN FEET | tj s 
FROM THE BATTER y Z 
TO PITCH. EM _% 


SWING LIKE A MAD 
APE, THe OBJECT'S 


EVERYONE GETS To SEE 
BEER CANS BUSTOPEN! 


VERON PITCHES IN TO 
- IRRY LINE DRAVE 
VICTIMS TD THE 
HOSPITALL 
‘| ae EVERYONE PLAYS TO- 
) % WARD A COMMON 
A REAL EASY UNOERHAND PITCH IS 2°90, licell e 
USED. YOU'RE NOT TRYING TO STRIKE P ¢ 
THE GUY OUT, YOU WANT TO SEE THE : 
CAN BLOW UP, RIGHT? RIGHTS 


THE MUTUAL AES - 
THETIC APPRECIATION 
- OF RAINING FROTH 
ANO SHIMMERING. 
‘UNI i ALUMINUM SHRAPNELE 


Ano, DON'T FORGET THE 
FUN OF MAKING A BIG 


= \' STINKING MESSL 
THE PINWHEEL \ THE WAR OF THE WORLDS: . 
Ror 
WH 
e 


» — HAVE FUN AND 
: (> = WS ao g 


OFFICIAL FIZZBALL 
REFERENCE SE 
VARIOUS FIZZBALL "NA" CREATE YOUR OWNS | 


BE SURE TO WEAR, 
OTECTIVE 


Wap; X 


YOU'LL NEED AN AXE Re SMELLS LIKE AS 
‘OR MAT TOCK HANDLE| } d Aw ' 3 BAR RAG IN HERE. 
OR SOME KINO OF t MAYBE WE SHOULD 
PRIMITIVE LOOKING EFFECIS THE —t PLAY OUTSIDE 
STACKED AND ON SALE | BRANCHS THINK CAN /5 SMACKED OPEN AND ROTATES IN XT TIME. 
NEAR THE CHECKOUT | WAN / ATOMIC WAR-CLUB 

COUNTER RIGHT BEFORE S SIZES YEAHS, 

NATIONAL DRINKING 

HOLIDAYS. 


THIS. ONE!S OFTEN FRUSTRATING. 
THE SWELLING CAN IS BASHED 


NY RUPTURE STARTS A FINE 
Y-LEAK AS THE SPINNING CAN 
SKITTERS ACROSS THE GROUNDS 


Thanks to Art Adams, Mike Mignola and Scott Mignola for selfless 
‘QUICK? GET IT BACK IN PLAY BEFORE Ins Secrchone toel ¢ 
TO OPEN IT. HEE HEE. +E rsacuor aid in research ond development. Sie F¢fte iL — © 1987 


palag ‘VE GOT MAX_TIED TO 
EZY i 


SAW THIS ON TV 
WHEN I WAS A KID. 
THIS'LL BE GREAT. 


_f THESE GUYS 
DON'T LOOK 
SCARED, 


O 
<I WAS 
JUST KIDDING=- 
“‘M_NUTS AI IT 
VOLCANO GODS’ 
owr 


THEY KICKEO ME-- 

AND PUNCHED ME-- 
AND _SWATTED MY NOSE 

WITH ABO porleD UP 


JUMP OFF THE HIGHDIVE WITH YO 
MED TOMY 


AO! RCASS 
(F I'VE READ MY VOLCANO GO! 
CULTS RIGHT. 


TO DOMASADITO, 
THE LOFTIEST AND MOST 


WE GATHER BEFORE THE 
SACRED LORD DOMASADITO IN 
WHOSE REVERED EFFULGENCE 

WE BASKS AND NOW, INTO THE 
CAPRICIOUS DIMINUTIVE ONE I 
RESOLVE TO PLUNGE THE 
CONG6ECRATED CEREMONIAL 

DAGGER! 


SPONTANEOUS . 
COMBUSTION £ WHAT 
ASTROKE OF 
LUCKY 


FOR THOSE UNFAMILIAR 
WITH THE TERM; SPON- 
TANEOUS HUMAN 
COMBUSTION |S THE 
UNEXPLAINED PHENOMENON 
OF EXTREME, INCREASED z 
BODY TEMPERATURE, 


I'LL HAVE 
YOU UNTIED IN 
A SECOND, 


WE GET OUT. 
OF THIS ALIVE, 


—— 
THE MOB [5 --AND THEY'VE GOT TORCHES 
GETTING UGLY-- AND THOSE RAKE THINGS FROM 
THE OLD FRANKENSTEIN 
MOVIES? 


Sat “ey 


ee 
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5 
WO000 Wo0CO + 
ps 


ac 
Love my Good-n-Plenty£ 


KEEP SHOVING, MAX, 
OR WE'RE GONERSS CAN'T 


EXPECT MANY MORE 
COMBUSTIBLE CULTISTS 
t TODAYS 


MHEW=...0 FEEL 
OF BAD ABOUT 
LL THIS- 


7W 
KIND 
A 


> Uh oh--T THINK 
‘E SOMETHING AWFUL 


(S$ HAPPENING. 


IT'S LIKE 
SOMETHING OUT 
OF THE MACY'S 

THANKSGIVING 
PARADE GONE 
TERRIBLY 
AwRYr 


OUR JOBS DONE HERE 
ANYWAY, MAX, LET‘S, 
BLOW THIS JOINTS 


L THOUGHT WE WERE 
FINISHED WHEN THOSE 
YOWLING CULTISTS CAME 
AT USS HOW ABOUT 

1U, MAX? 


Uh 
FORGET IT, 
BuoDyY. 


NOW FINISH YOUR, 
DELICIOUS MEAL BEFORE 
I_JAM IT DOWN YOUR 

THROAT, LITTLE FAL. 


\ 


WE'RE ABOUT A H 
AND FORTY SEVEN M 


GET BACK IN YOUR 
SEATS 


(DIOT, I'M 


Ba A TERRORIST 


HIJACKERS 


NO WAY, MAX-- 

t IUNDRED 
ILLION 

ABOVE SEA LEVEL-- 


BUT L ATE — 
MY DINNER? You Yim 
FLIGHT ATTENDANTS J 
ARE GETTING 
JASTIER, 


A CLOWN 
TERRORIST... HOW 
HORRIBLE. 


3 on MISTER Een 
2 
ED. = 
eS ¢ 
_— ay ad My 
WS 


Ls .. 


\e 
4 


ae 4 LA 
“4 ‘ fos F 
G CHEEZE Z 
WHIZZORAMA, 
) SAM--THAT’S 
y) NEAT? 
ass = 
S ~ 


JESUS, MAX, TAKE IT 
EASY--YOU DON'T 
A EVEN Z/KE GIRLS. 


| 


a” [7 
Oh, YEAH, IN \ 
H, --HOW ABO 
SOME MORE OF THESE > | 
GREAT PEANUTS? 
Zz 
Yo 
S MEU 
/ BU 


Br ELLE 


SAM aaa FREELANCE POLICE IN: 
NIGH ola GIEDED SHORT 
HERONS HAR 


STORY: SAM& MAX MEET 
SOME MORE BAD GuyS ~~ 
A _— ae 
Z 


F 


IT'S GREAT TO 

7 BE BACKON SOILED 
NATIVES OR NATIVE 
SOILOR SOMETHING, 

RIGHT, MAX? 


FLINT 
PAPER'S OFFICE |S 
PILED HIGH WITH SHOT- 


(/_. WONDER IF 
THE MUNS TERS 
ARE ON YET> 


LIGHT'S NOT WELCOME BACK 


WORKING, EITHER. GENTLEMEN. | 
HOPE NOBODY % 
TOOK MY TV. 
; ; 


HEY, IT'S 
THREE FIGURES 
SILHOUETTED 
BEFORE THE 
ETHEREAL EVENING 
HET: OF THE 
ITY. 
“BOUT THAT 
\ WEIRO 
SMELL. YOU 
GUYS BEEN 
HERE 


I DO! 
RECOGNIZE YOUR 
FACE, Mr. MACK 
SALMON. 
VE TED 

LONG FOR THIS 

MOMENT. FOR YOUR 

PART, GENTLEMEN, IN 

ARMEROEY h veays 

Oul 

GHASTLY PUNISHMENT Nice erect 

BY MY ATTENDING TOADIES. r > 

ANDO THEY ARE FEROCIOUSL 

THOROUGH. YEH HEH HEH. 


AND YOU SEEM KINO OF ARE YOU REALLY ALIVE 
IRRIVABLE, DOES IT HAVE IN THERE, OR |S THING ONE 
ANYTHING TO DO WITH. A VENTRILOQUIST? 
THIS GLASS HEAD BUSINESS 


[> 
WHAT'S THIS 
FAKE BODY MADE 


iN MOTION THE HORRIBLE 
EVENTS LEADING TO THE. 


HOW'D 
HE GET THAT 
WAY, SAM? 


HOW OFTEN q 
DO YOU CLEAN 
THIS WATER? 


GOGes Ooh, WARM 
COO O SOUISHYE 


= ZA . 2 


\y 
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on a ce 
WHAT ARE YOU DOIN THE COMMANDOS SEEM TOBE 
HAVING SOME TROUBLE NEGO- 
HURT THE LITTLE.o ° i TIATING THE STAIRS, THEY'RE 
BUNNY HONEST! 2 : AWFUL CUTE. 
b Co eee 


NG 
DOWN THE STREET ON THAT , BEEN EATING A LOT OF 
POOR FISH-MANS () 


SUGARY CEREALS? 


AREN'T YOU TOO 
OLD FOR RUBBER PANTS, 
SERGEANT BLIP? 


EVER 
SEEN A CHIMP'S 
REAR END?... 
GRUESOME. 


EN R THI K 
RUBBER PANTS 2 
COMMANDOS! 4 


SAM & MAX ACTIVITY PAGE SURVIVAL / Max's PAL, GORDON 


AM 
CORNER LIDDY, HAS SOM 
Ww ADVICE FOR YOU GUYS 
ABOUT KEEPING YOUR MANHOOD 
RE IN PRISON, AND I'M PARAPHRASING: 


“IF SOMEONE SAYS, ‘GOOD MORNING; 
OAR OP HANDLE "GOOD LUCK 

HEY. KIDS! PLANNING ON SPENDING SOME TIME om 

IN FEOERAL PRISON? WELL, HERE'S A COOL AND HAVE FUNS 

CRAFT PROJECT THAT MIGHT JUST SHORTEN YOUR 


STAY! JUST FOLLOW THESE LOVINGLY ILLUSTRATED 
INSTRUCTIONS: 


FIRST YOULL WANT TO PILFER lO oF 12 BARS 
OF SOAP FROM THE BIG, SCARY SHOWER 

ROOM, A FEW BARS ATA TIME CAN BE FASILY |Z 
SWALLOWED AND RETRIEVED LATER. Aw, GO 
AHEAD. IT’S NOT THE WORST THING YOULL 
EVER HAVE TO DOIN PRISON. 


FUSE! ds 
[egeriee, SOMETHING 
LIKE TH 


A BLADE FROM A SHARPENED COT SPRING 

WORKS FINE FOR SHAPING, MAX FOUND THIS. 
READY-MADE WHIT'LIN'KNIFE STUCK IN THE| 
BACK OF IGGY THE SNITCH. 


FF 
INMATE WITH “JUST A TOUCH 
OF GREY." DON'T LET HIM 
CATCH YOU ALONE IN THE 
MACHINE SHOPS 


WALTHER 9mm 
AUTOMATICS 


TEE HEEL 


OES 


B FREAK SHOW! 


JT MUST BE THIS WAY. 


aoe .° .: 
SMELL BURNING RUSGER. 4x 


YOUNG GAL GOT HER 
PIGTAIL STUCK IN THE WORKS 
BACK IN 63. PULLEO HER 
WHOLE SCALP CLEAN OFF. 
OAMNOEST THING I 

EVER SAW. 


ye INUGH} Te OF AE i PN tices ON? THe 1c BROADWAY 4 
Ve oO 701 Tie CARNAL 

2 alli API Ni Gh Ni a Wis if WIDE: ‘Bk is ae ‘4 WRITTEN AND i uusreareD BY 

T'S A HATEFUL Me \\ 


HAVE A CERTAIN 
PERVERSE FASCINATION, 
DOESN'T IT, LITTLE 

BUDDY? 


Be FREAK SHOW! pang) 
f- Ve 


So 


AVS S D 


VNO TIME, MAX! WE’VE GOT TO MOVE. 
THE COMMISSIONER SAID THERE WAS 
poveres An Te REFRESHMENT 


HE SHOULON'T YW OILY DEVIL, 
HAVE STARTLED | WASN'T HE? 
Ah, HERE WE 


YEAH. IT WAS 

JUST LAST SUMMER. 
LITTLE FELLA WAS 
SWANG BY HIS LEG TILL (T 
WAS POPPED CLEANOFF. 
DAMNDEST THING 

I EVER SAW. 


YOU'VE BEEN SELLING 
BOOTLEG CORNDOGS FROM d 
LD'S WORST < A 
YOU'RE TAKING 
as) 


4 I'VE BEEN AUTHOR- 
ANYTHING TO SAY ‘OD BY TH! 
IN THIS PANEL. TAKE 
CARE OF HIM, MAX. 


1 TOLD THEM Kos \h WONDER HOW I WON YOU A STUFFED HORSEY, 
MAX. WHAT DID YOU DO WITH THE 
FIENDISH REFRESHMENT VENDOR?, 


TO KEEP THEIR ARMS THE LITTLE GUY’S 
DOING, Oh, HERE 
HE COMES NOW. 


: x WRITTENG ILLUSTRATED BY 


(Util. 


LETTERED BY £. LOIS BUHALIS 


WAKE UP, 
SAM, I_ MEAN MAX! 
HOW CAN YOU 
SLEEP WHEN IT’S 
CHRISTMAS 22 


YOU MUST HAVE HAD VISIONS OF THAT LOVABLE, 
SUGARPLUMS DANCING IN YOUR, HAIRY OLD ELF FROM 
HEAD, LITTLE PAL. THE NORTH POLE 
BUSTED IN LAST NIGHT. 
SEEMS TO HAVE LEFT 
SOME LOOT. WHAT 
A GUY! 


BUT_WE DON’T 
HAVE A CHIMNEY, 
SAM. 


HE PROBABLY 
SCRAMBLED IN 

THROUGH THE CRACK 

IN THE WALL BEHIND: 

THE FRIDGE. YOU 

KNOW, MAX, FATHER 
CHRISTMAS, CAN 
SQUEEZE HIS ENTIRE 
BODY THROUGH ANY /0) 
SIZE HOLE HE CAN = 
GET HIS HEAD INTO, 


Ooh, NEATS 
SANTA GOT CAUGHT 
IN THIS BEARTRAP I 

SETS WOWSHE GNAWED 
HIS OWN FOOT OFF 
TO ESCAPES 


Oh THAIS 


GOD. 
THOUGHT ET IT WAS| 
A TWITCHING, 
LEMON -S(ZED 
BRAIN TUMOR. 


HE ATE THE CHOCOLATE 


PRESENTS AND EVERY THING! 
CHIP COOKIES YOU MADE, WE WEREN'T EVEN VERY GooD ) ——~ 
SAM! SAINT NICK MUST 


6 THIS YEAR. THIS ONE'S STILL SOUNDS LIKE 
HAVE A CAST IRON GUT! a Eom HIS FATTY AN ASSORTMENT 


HEY, WHAT LUCKS A 
RIPE TANGERINE, SALTED 
CASHEWS, AND A BRAND 
NEW OCARINA! 


A ue: 
ME, SAM! SANTA CLAUS </ 
HATES THAT KIND OF CRAP. 


THAT‘S FROM 


I'LL START WORKING 
ON THE PUMPKIN PIE. 
IVE NEVER MADE ONE 
BEFORE, BUT I SAW 
ONE ON TV ONCE. 


OF “CHEESES OF 
MANY LANDS.’ 


LOOKIE, SAMS A SCARFS 
FORTUNATELY I’M MATURE 
ENOUGH TO APPRECIATE 
SUCH A PRACTICAL GIFT. 


I SMELL I STUCK THE TURKEY IN 
BIRD MEAT’ AWHILE AGO, LITTLE BUDDY, 
WITH YOUR FAVORITE 
“LUCKY CHARMS” 
STUFFING. 


HEY MAX’ 
COULD YOU HAND 
ME THE FROZEN 


AA CORN PELLETS?, 


I THINK LI . 
SAW THEM NEXT TO 
THE TATER TOT 
GLACIER. 


OOPS, THEY'RE \ 2" | 
ACK ALREADY. BUT 
I'LL HAVE THIS 
THEY. BAFFLING DINNER 
TOGET HERE. YOK YOK - ORDEAL RESOLVED 
; IN NO TIME. 


JELLO SALAD-~ 


0A RUMP A 
PuMPUM-- RUMP 
A PUMPUM.GET ITZ 
RUMP A PumPuM. Y i ITS A 
his z : . [HANDSOME BIRD, 
SON. VERY 
REALISTIC. 


Ni KEA : 4s 
THE FOOD OF THE AST UR SWELL 7 ‘ i 
eoosl 5 D \ | 


7 GOD BLESS 
of US EVERYONES 
I WANT THE NECK... 
AND THE FACES 


YOU 
=j/ CRACK US UP, 
= MAXS 


